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"Wo gits It comin' on we gits It goin',"
said the old motorman as he left the plat¬
form at the end of his day's work and
passed from labor to refreshment in a

place not far from the car stable.
"Who gets it?" some one in the place

queried.
Me and the conductor," was the prompt

response. "He gits most of the jawing,
but we motormen gits our share. I almost
* '"h. said the old fellow, "I almost wish
I cou'd go back to my old perfession of
gra ve<i igging."
W ot s eatin' you now, Aaron?" chimed

in tiie man with a white jacket.
Its just this," said the motorman. "You

know what a co?d day it's been, and I'm
nearly froze through and through. It's
been cold enough to freeze the nose off a

pole bear. Well, I was go in' along F street
near (»th, and the little ice pebbles was
blistering my face up. when I see a fellow
011 the corner wavin' his umbrellar and
Jell in' for ;il! he was worth. He was cold
. I admit that.but I saw him all right
and stopped for him; but I couldn't heip
saying. 'Why don't yer holler murder?'
|Wei I. I want to get on the car,' he said,
en I 111 going to report you for imperti¬
nence. he said. And so he did. to the con¬
ductor, whA toTd me, and we both jess
laughed. Would you believe it? J"ust a
few blocks further up there was a fellow
stand in' right on the rail, and I stopped for
Mm. of course; and this other grump, says
lie. 'What yer stoppin' fer, yer idgit? I

jiiin t want to get on your old ark." And so
it go?s. Kvery day there's trouble, and I
say I was far much happier when I was
(tiggsn graves than I am drivin' a street
ct r.
"Thanky, I will take another. These hot

bevei-Mlges are very soothing after about
lourt. cn hours in a blizzard."

* * * Hi
'It s strange to notice the conduct of

people who are affected by fire," remarked
a member of the local fire department upon
Ins return from Baltimore. "While the fire
was raging in Baltimore people were pick¬
ing up their effects and running from their
buildings with them. They seemed to
have but one thought, and that was to get
their effects out of their own building.
Once outside they were apparently satis¬
fied and had but little thought of what
they then did with them.
"It was not an unusual si^ht to see a

man deposit a quantity of valuables near a
building that was burning, and where thev
would almost certainly be destroyed. It
was i'e- this reason that some of the small
losers failed to save anything. One man
ran from his house with a mattress on his
back, and the covering was blazing. He
was so greatly excited that he refused to
pay any attention to the shouts of bv-
sta riders. The man's life was really in

;i?r he b.-llme verv much incensed
when a stream 01 water was turned upon
his blazing burden.

* "

or'fire "«°Ul1' not ?et excitpd in
or tire, the fireman said, "they would be
able to save a great deal more propertv
But most people lose their heads entirelv
thn.w such things as china and glassware
from windows and then descend with
hea\ v material that will not break. I re¬
member one case in which a woman threw
mirrors and fancy articles from a window
IT . ?¦" j°I>k !l shutter from a window
and walked down the steps with it "
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The Life of George Washington; With
Curious Anecdotes. Equally Honorable to
Himself and Exemplary to His Young Coun¬
trymen. b M L. Weems, Kormerly Hectur
or Mount \ ernon Parish. 1SOS." fs the title
of a rare old volume at the Library of
Congress. It will appeal to the sense of
humor of the present-day reader. In this
quaint unauthentic history he will find
amusement from cover to cover.
The author begins with the boyhood of

the father of his country and the famous
.latehet story is told, probably for the first
time i. print, as Mr VVeems says it was
related to him some years before by "an
aged lady, who was a distant relative, and
when a girl spent much of her time in the
. Washington) family." "It is," he ad(,g

doubted l° l0St- and to° true to he

isTah;ef"l!ows:With °r'Kina! Punctuation.
When George was about six years old he

was made the wealthy master of a hatchet
...

most boys, he was immoder-
fond, and was constantly going about

c opping everything that came in his wayOne day in the garden where he often
amused himseir hacking his Mother's pea-
si ks. he unluckily tried the edge of his
hatchet on the body of a beautiful English
cherry tree, which he barked so terribly
better ofTt. th<> trec CVer KOt th«

.The I.ext morning the old gentleman
finding out what had befallen his .ee

which by the way. was a great favourite,
came into the house: and with much
warmth asked for the mischieveous author,
declaring at the same time, that he would
not have taken Ave guineas for his tree.
Nobody could tell him anything about it.
"Presently George and his hatchet made

their appearance. 'George,' said his father,
'do you know who killed that beautiful lit¬
tle cherry tree yonder in the garden?'
"This was a tough question; and George

staggered under it a moment; but quickly
recovered himself; and looking at his father
with the sweet face of youth brightened
with the inexpressible charm of all-conquer-
ir.g truth, he bravely cried out. 'I can't tell
a lie. Pa: you know I can't tell a lie. I did
cut it with my hatchet.'
" 'Run to my arms, you dearest boy,' cried

his Father in transports, 'run to my
arms; glad am T George, that you killed my
tree; for you have paid me for it a thou¬
sandfold. Such an act of heroism in my
son is more worth than a thousand trees,
tho blossomed with silver and their fruits
of purest gold.' "

A word or two about the author of this
almost forgotten history may prove inter-
esting. The Rev. M. L. Weems *as a na-

| tive of Virginia, an Episcopal clergyman,
whose circuit at one time extended over a

large portion of Virginia and North Caro¬
lina. The circuit rider's life seventy-five
j-ears ago was not an easy one. but. though

I the summer sun poured down its blistering
rays or the cold winds of winter swept
round the old parson's high-seated gig. still
he jogged contentedly along, for he found

I many drops of sweetness in life's cup. First
of all was his cherished fiddle, snugly

I stored under the old gig s seat.
At all the houses on his large circuit Mr.

Weems was an ever welcome guest. "When.
in the evening, supper was over, with many
a jest, he would tune his tiddle and play for
hours at a time. Then, resting by the fire,
he would entertain the young folk with rare

stories of keenest humor.
*****

As is well known, a large number of citi¬
zens are adverse to performing jury serv¬

ice in the several courts in this city be¬

cause they claim that their business is neg¬

lected while they are absent from it. The

judges of the courts, however, are con¬

siderate. and when a business man can

show that his business will be affected by
his absence he is excused from that serv¬

ice which every good citizen is liable at

any time to be called on to render.
Some of the reasons offered by persons

summoned for jury duty are amusing in

the extreme, and it was only recently that
a well-known business man unconsciously
caused considerable laughter in the Police
Court, wiiere he had been elirected to pre¬
sent himself for possible service on A jury.
After hearing the excuses given by a num¬

ber of others, each of whom claimed that
their business would be neglected and not
seeing any one of them excused, he went
them one better, and in addition to making
a similar plea offereel another.

"I have sickness in my family," he ex¬

plained to the court, "and desire to re¬

main at home as much as possible."
"It's not contagious, is it?" his honor in¬

quired.
"No, sir," he replied, "but I think my

presence is needed at home."
"Who is sick?" the judge wanted to

know.
"My mother-in-law," was the answer.
The judge decided that the excuse was

not sufficient and the man was enjmpelled
to take his seat in the jury box.

England's Sslf-Made Men.
From the St. James' Gazette.

England, long disparaged by American
boasters, particularly by those American
boasters who think America the only land
of unlimited opportunity, is beginning to
'count up her self-made men. We hear sc

much of American captains of industry, of
John D. Rockefeller, the farm laborer's
son; of Edison, the newspaper boy; ol
Yerkes, the youthful soap jobber, that wt

are apt to forget British giants of perse¬
verance. Livingstone worked as a factory
hand until twenty-five; the man who sought
and found him in the wilds was born in a

workhouse. The great firm of W. H. Smitl
& Sons was begun by two brothers so pool
that the wife of one had to go into do
mestic service. The house of Tangve be
gan in a little workshop, whose rent was
but 4s. a week; that of Lever Brothers
had a scarcely more pretentious start at
Bolton. A coffee stall on a London curt
was the fount and origin of Pearce <X
Plenty; £700 once formed the total capita
of the "universal" Whiteley. Bass' brew¬
ery was founded by a carrier; the Elder-
Dempster line of steamers by a ship's ap¬
prentice, now Sir Alfred Jones. The in¬
ventor of Bessemer steel was once a poor
almost starving boy in London, the poorer
for having devoted his labor to an inven¬
tion of whose profits the government rob¬
bed him So one might go on through¬
out the whole range of our industries. II
Is the sergeant and the plain constable ol
life's affairs who have maele this nation in¬
dustrially great, and carried its flag ant
fame to the ends of the earth.

Had Been Collecting There.
From the Atlanta Constitution.
Boy."Git in the loft! Yonder comes a

man with a shotgun."
Editor."Blank cartridges. There ain'l

money enough in this town to buy buck¬
shot."

Heirlooms.
From the Detroit Free Press.
Mrs. Hatterson."Mrs. Sparkleton de¬

scended from a glazier, didn't she?"
Mrs. Catterson."Why?"
Mrs. Hatterson."I saw her last nighl

with her family jewels on."

THE HUMORIST AND THE NEW REGULATIONS.

Vk t:m (ratiter UazcJ)."Let me see, now ; all I've got to do U to remember thatlii-.mte) "

ONLY INWARD FIRES1
A very Large percentage of the persons

who were "burnt "out by the Baltimore fire"
seem, curiously enough, to regard Pennsyl¬
vania avenue after nightfall as about the
best thoroughfare on which to redeem their
broken fortunes. Oddly enough, too, all
of them seem to have been reduced to the
very last extremities by the disastrous con¬

flagration. The lire, it appears, bereft them
of simply everything th. y had in the world.
It literally put them on the street, not to
say, more colloquially, "on the bum." An¬
other odd feature in connection with these
unfortunate individuals is that none of them,
by his looks, really ever seems to have had
anything to lose. Those Baltimoreans who
were "burnt out by the fire" must have
been a sorely struggling lot and a queerly
unwholesome ad untidy-looking crowd, to
boot.
A man who walked from 7th and the av¬

enue to the treasury building a few even¬
ings ago, to get the benefit of the fine, cold
air. was braced by half a dozen beseeching
"victims of the Baltimore fire." They
wanted but a little. Ten cents was the
usual request preferred. All of them, natu¬
rally enough, had resorted.Judging from
their breaths and their shakiness.to drink
to drown out the gloomy remembrance of
the Are in their bosoms.
"Hey, Cap," said one of them to the

stroller, at 11th street and the avenue,
"have youse got a dime t' spart f'r a duck
wot went t' de dump troo de Baltimore
fire?"
The man spoke thickly and he looked

cold. He had no overcoat, and his under¬
coat was buttoned tightly around his neck.
He was, In fact, a typical hobo in appear¬
ance, but the mention of the Baltimore Are
caught the stroller's ear.

'Burnt out, hey?" he said to the unfortu¬
nate. "Suppose you were the owner of a

bank or trust company or one of those big
wholesale jewelry establishments, eh?"
"Say. quit y'r kiddin', Cap," said the

hard-lucker, with a greasy smile, nudging
some closer to the stroller. "Bank, nothin".
But I los' me job, hones' I did.look at me

hands," extending a pair of palms that cer¬

tainly were grimy enough to be convincing.
"I was a fireman in one o' them big build-
in's that they had t' blow up wit' dinny-
mite, an' o' course w'en me wages stopped
I was on th' blink, see?"

'But you've managed to keep a pretty
good edge on ever since, at that, hey?"
said the stroller, willing enough to "give
up." but desirous < f letting the panhandler
know that he wasn't being fooled up any.

'Well, a feller's got t' do somethln' t'
fergit his troubles, hain't he?" said the
panhandler sentimentally, and he received
the dime with a visible joy that was more
than worth the money.
Another one of the same type, furtively

looking around to watch the cop out of
the tail of his eye. halted the stroller at
12th and the avenue.
"Got a dime, boss, that ain't workin'?"

he inquired airily, although his teeth were
chattering with the cold. He, too, was the
typical panhandler in his exterior.
"Baltimore fire put you all to the bad, I

suppose?" said the pedestrian.
The panhandler stepped back artd eyed

the stroller with quite sincere-appearing
astonishmen t.

'Boss," he exclaimed, "how did youse
know that?"

'Oh, I just imagined it," said the stroller
flippantly.

'Well, youse Is all t' th' good on imag-
inin', then," said the panhandler, with
visible admiration in his eyes. "I sure was
put t' th' bad by th' Baltimore fire: put
down an" out. In fact. Was workin' at
them big malt works that burned down, y*
know."
"I thought it might have had something

to do with malt," said the pedestrian, sep¬
arating himself from another dime, and
passed on.

.,r""LudK®'" said the next one mournfully.
I hain't had a bed t' sleep In since th'

Baltimore lire.hones' I hain't, and if youse
could stake me to a few pennies, why
I a
"Burned out by the Baltimore fire, too

were you? ' said the stroller. "But I don't
remember reading that any homes were
consumed by the conflagration . thought
°"!£ blf,siness' houses went up in smoke."

Yes,'was the quick come-back of the
panhandler^ but I was a bar tender at one
° old h°tels that went up an' had a

rooS at that
* "!udst~a c°mfortable

room, at that.an w en I wasn't tendin'

jea,'b^nykoffan?"^iht3 Uke theSC 1 Could

,>fHtehg0t Jhe dime,', t0°' and in courseof the return walk the stroller delivered
up three more dimes to needy victim* nf
the great blaze. Then. wi"h an eye tT theretention of enough change to get lilmlunches until next payday, he boarded a
car and went home, reflecting upon what
must*"be Iot those Balfimoreans
The Walking Stir1- Returns to Earth.
From the Court Journa..
The fact of the return of the walkingstick to earth Is a very remarkable one,

for it must be approaching fifteen years
since walking sticks were used and not
worn or merely carried. With the dis¬
appearance of the "crutch" the walkln*
stick left the ground. At first It wm car-
ried in the right hand, considerably nearer
the ferrule than the "top," and held in
this position, was flourished in a jiiost dan-
gerous manner. Before lon^ i ,

traveled more amidships when th«
from flail-like, became a rammingoL Th.suddenly the stick was thrust under the

and, finding hi^eftVm^ose^aTstraightway hung It up and c£at^ a

"will: n'o daoU:Te^emaXdbh l°

rather more than usual lprtrth ^
sticks are now cut long

*th' and a11

How "Abide With Me" Was Written
From the London Telegraph.
At the age of fifty-four Lyte found him¬self doomed to die of consumption, and in

sorrow at having to leave his task unfin¬ished he prayed that at the least it mightbe granted to him to write something
7' would live to the glory of Qod wh-nhe was dead. Then on the last evening he

V'ZZT* " BriXhilm' after aching8hisfarewell sermon, he took pen and i« .h.
sun was setting over the shins th,th.- harbor "Abide With Me" w£w-Hu-n"N'-xt morning he started for th« ^>7
and there died a month later.

Plymouth Bock.
From the Philadelphia Press.

'During one of my visits through the
country districts," said the professor "Ihappened to reach a small village wherethey were to have a flag-raising at theschool house. After the banner had b^enflung to the breeze' there was an exhibitionof drawings which the pupils had made and

^ ,lad d°ne durine the y^r.The teachers recited to them 'The Land-
^ Pil*rim3-' after she hadfinished she requested each pupu to try and

. £"4
on,MhUlef fe^owWhesitta0ted0randta0tn?'raised his hand. nd at 'ensth

teacher."' Wh&t 'S lt?' the
PIcflSG, ma am, do you wa.nt n« ^

a hen or a rooster?' "
US to draw

Meat and the Physique.
From the London Chronicle.
The improved physique of the Japanese

to which you recently called attention
(writes a correspondent) is undoubtedly due
to the more generous diet which they have
enjoyed of recent years. In the past they
were vegetarians, more from necessity thanchoice, and their staple food of rice andpickles though It made them tough andwiry, stunted their growth. This is provedby comparing tie average Japanese wi?h
Japanese wrestlers. They come of the
same stock, but they seem to be a different
race, for their average height must be
close on six feet, and their weight some¬
thing prodigious. They are a curious ex¬
ample of heredity, for some of them can
trace their wrestling ancestry back for cen¬
turies, i<nd they have always been meat
eaters.

CANNQ.T; SUIT ALL
*¦
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"It's a pood thing that I'm a sort of a

happy medium ^between an Eskimo and a

salamander, arip, ^therefore, more or less
Impervious to ^ogl and heat," remarked
a 'government eterk known to his friends
for his amiable1 Imperturbability and his
disposition to slip along through life with
ad little friction, as possible. "Why? Well,
the office in which X put in my little old
seven a day Wbuldn't be a very healthy
place for a sensitive plant. It has too
great a Variety of climates/ as the old-
fashioned geography books used to express
it, and the changes of temperature are al¬
together too s&dden and decided. In that
office, in the progress of a working day,
we have all sorts of temperatures. During
cne hour, for example, you can occasion¬
ally close your eyes and, if you have any
imagination at all, convince yourself that
you are seated on the veranda of a hotel
down in Florida, listening to the monotone
of the sapphire sea, or words to that gen¬
eral effect. During the next hour vou can
work your Imagination again by closing
your eyes and making believe that you are
trying to make Dawson City in midwinter
and camping out on the windy trail, with
the thermometer frozen at about slxty-
four degrees below zero. These swift and
astonishing changes in the temperature of
the room In which I make good to Uncle
Samuel for my wages are due to the en¬
tirely different views which many of the
people in the room entertain as to what
constitutes a proper office temperature.
That's a subject into which I, myself,
never project any humble theories of my
own. It's all in the day's work, anyhow,
and I Just let 'em light it out among
themselves, willing enqugh to endure the
shock of the conflict and to tolerate the
din of the warfare if they will only go on
allowing me to stay out of it and not ask
me to take sides.
"When we reach the office at » o'clock In

the morning, on a cold day, the tempera¬
ture of the office is Just about normal and
right. The office has been properly venti¬
lated by the charwomen and the messen¬
gers and the watchmen, and then the heat
has been turned on, so that by the time
we reach our desks the office air Is pretty
sweet and of just about the proper degree
of warmth, without being excessively
warm, and yet with no suspicion of a chill
In It.
"But that condition of the office temper¬

ature doesn't last more than two minutes
after we reach the room.
"The elderly lady who has been working

in that same office room ever since the
grand review of the army in 1865 no sooner
sails into the room than she begins to
sniff.
" 'Mercy on us!' she gasps, 'we shall all

be baked alive! It's enough to shrivel a
body up with the heat, 'deed it is! John,'
she calls to the messenger, "Turn off the
heat, at once.'
"She's an ace with John, too, on account

of certain politic little gifts which she dis¬
tributes among members of his ebony-hued
family around the holidays, and so what
She says goes with John. He jumps to the
valves to turn off the heat, while the el¬
derly lady, even before she removes her
gloves or disposes of her black bag or gets
her pneumatic chair cushion In order, be¬
gins to pull down the windows from the
top, allowing the icy blasts to sweep
through the room.
"This causes the. elderly gentleman who

marched In that grand review of the army
in 186."). and who has never left Washing¬
ton since, to rimmediately become mussy.
He glve3 a succession of gasping coughs
and snorts as *he first manifestation of his
mussiness, and then hp goes to the ward¬
robe and gets out his huge belted ulster and
puts it on, pulling the Immense storm col-
lar about his ears. Then he sits down at
his desk, shuddering and growling in his
mustache. The elderly lady regards these
movements of his with considerable satis-
faction.
" 'Some people,' she says, addressing the

calendar on her desk or some other inani¬
mate object, 'pretend to be so almighty
fragile, dear n^e. it's a wonder they don't
just dry up and blow away, 'deed It is!'
"By this time the lovely young Titian-

haired stenographer, who has been out of
the room attending to her tresses, enters
the office to find the temperature about
thirty degrees Jower than It had been about
ten minuies before, when she first entered
the office |rom the street.
" 'Gracious sakes alive. It's like a barn

in here!' she exclaims, darting a meaning¬
ful glance In the direction of the elderly
lady (who Ignores her and never by any
chance lets on that she is aware that the
Xitlan-haired stenographer Is alive), and
then she goes over to the steam heaters
and feels of them. Then she feels of the
valves. 'Well, no wonder,' she says, 'when
the heat Is entirely turned off!' and then
she turns the heat on again, while the el¬
derly gentleman, who is sitting huddled up
In his ulster in such a position that the
elderly lady can't see his mov«, goes
through the motions of enthusiastically ap¬
plauding the Titian-haired stenographer
with his hands and beams admiringly upon
her.
"The turning on of the heat helps some,

but not much, seeing that the windows are
still lowered from the top. But the lovely
young stenographer doesn't quite dare to
brave the elderly lady by clapping the win¬
dows to, in addition to turning on the
heat, contenting herself, when she at length
sits down in front of her typewriter, with

. making sundry and divers encouraging mo¬
tions to the eldeHy gentleman.
"At length the elderly gentleman jumps

up from his desk, after tossing down his
pen with an exclamation, and begins to
clomp and stomp up and down the room,
flapping his arms like the driver of a milk
wagon going his rounds on a below-zero
morning. "

" 'By fury!' he ejaculates, 'this Is worse
than camping out With a construction
gang!' And then, still encouraged by the
pantomimic contortions of the lovely young
stenographer, he boldly grabs hold of the
pole and pushes the windows up, keeping
his gaze averted from the elderly lady so

as not to be impaled upon her baleful
glares.
" 'The nerve of these tender flowers!' the

elderly lady contents herself by remarking,
sarcastically, but she does not immediately
precipitate a conflict by again pulling down
the windows from the top. She waits a
while.until the elderly gentleman has left
the room, generally, on an errand down the
hall.
"Then she emits several suffocating gasps,

as if in momentary peril of dying of as¬
phyxiation, and pulls down the windows
again, afterward beckoning to John, the
messenger to turn off the heat.
"The lovely stenographer, however, sees

these beckonings, and; being already in a

state of extreme rage over the Icy blasts
again streaming through the opened win¬
dows, she says, sharply, to John:
" 'I don't want you to turn off that heat,

so there, now, and I don't care who hears
me! If others are so cowed and brow¬
beaten that they are willing to sacrifice
their health to suit the cranky notions of
Just one person in the room, I am not.so
there, now!'
"Whereupon the elderly lady wheels very

slowly and deliberately about on her pneu¬
matic air cushion, carefully adjusts her
nose glasses, anjl stares at the lovely young
stenographer as if that young person were
some new and1 hitherto unknown specimen
of Gila monst61\' Juit brought to the de¬
partment for classification and report. Is
the lovely younx p^pnographer feazed there¬
by? Not much! Slie returns the elderly
lady's haughtyttare look for look, and the
timid John hustles oOt of the room, on a

pretended errand, Reaving the heat still
turned on.John, been wearing his
woolly head on hisjshoulders for three-

! score years witHotat having learned the wls-
dom of getting to >eoiver when two women
begin to hand e£.ctvpther those penetrating
stares! After a, while, however, the lovely
young stenographer leaves the room, and
when she comes back she finds the heat
turned off and the.windows opened again,
and then the wholp performance is gone
through all over again, practically the same
as before. The elderly lady, the elderly
tentleman and lovely young Titian-
haired stenography are the three leading
characters In the cast, but It often hap¬
pens that others in the room, through their
tendency to suffer either from extreme heat
or extreme cold, project themselves under
the spot light, and when these other char¬
acters in the perpetual little comedy get
busy I'm a-telllng you that It's all hands
cleur ship for action!
"But while it's going on. and all the rest

of the non-combatants In the room are suf¬
fering from colds and sneezing all day and
stuffing themselves with quinine, I guess
I'm not glad thav I put In a good many
years of my life at sea and that I'm Im¬
mune from the baneful effects of the most
sudden and startling climatic changes!"

. .

Proof.
From Pilot.
"Is she a home missionary?"
"I judge so; her children act like a lot of

savages." '

ALL HONOR HISMEMORY
"The triumph of Senator Hanna In con¬

verting, within the space of a few short
years, a very general distrustful public
opinion of him into a feeling of admiration
and respect and positive affection on the
part of men of all shades of political belief
or of no political belief at all, was. in my
opinion, one of the mightiest ever achieved
by an American public man," said a New
York correspondent who was on very close
terms of friendship with the dead senator.
"It was a mightier triumph because It was
one for which the senator absolutely did
not strive. He simply remained himself
through all ot the vituperation, studiously
avoided the calcium lignt, and trusted to
the fairness and the good sense of the
American people to give him his vindication
when they learned to know him better and
got around to it. He had implicit confi¬
dence in the fairness of the people as a

whole, and his confidence was not mis¬
placed. Years ago the country woke up to
the fact that Mark Hanna was a manly
and great-hearted man, and, during his ill¬
ness and after his death I did not hear a
single expression, even from men whom 1
knew to be prejudiced and even bigotedpartisans, that was not sympathetic.
"It is a remarkable thing how even cul¬

tured and fair-minded people in this coun¬
try will permit themselves to be uncon¬
sciously swayed by the force of an erro¬
neous and unproven public opinion, helped
along by the stabbing skill of the cartoon¬
ist. It cannot be doubted that for several
years Mark Hanna was the most stupend¬
ously abused man in the world. Even the
Sultan of Turkey never came In for such
hideous and incessant vituperation as this
clean-minded and clean-handed citizen of
Ohio. The trouble was that he rose to his
full stature at an inopportune time for a
just sizing up of him on the part of the
public. It was as the good friend of Will¬
iam McKinley that he first claimed na¬
tional attention. The country knew Mc¬
Kinley to be a blameless man, publicly and
privately, and this fact put the opponentsof the republican party in a quandary. It
made their weapons of no use. It bereft
them of campaign material. This would
never do. They were well aware of the
fact that even the most partisan of the
square people of the country would never
stand for any cooked-up and wholly ground¬less attacks on McKinley. They got out of
the dilemma by jumping on Mark Hanna,
McKinley's first friend. Nobody in the re¬
publican party was making any bones of
admitting that It was Mark Hanna who had
brought about McKinley's nomination.Mc¬
Kinley himself never dreamed of denyingit.and so the whole attack of the opposi¬tion was concentrated upon Hanna. Not
much was really known about him. exceptthat he was a capitalist and a pretty sci¬
entific politician, and with only this ma¬
terial In hand the campaign knockers went
to work.
"It isn't necessary now to say much ot

what the result of their work was. Hav¬
ing nothing specific to charge againstHanna, they jumped him on g norai
grounds. They represented him as an un¬
couth beast, making a plaything of h;s
friend McKinley. They portrayed him as
an enemy of honest labor, the grinderof the toiling masses, tha arch enemy ot
the man who had to work with h's hinds,the calculatingly cruel millionaire with an
ingrained love for the sight of human suf¬
fering, a sort of unspeakable modern Nero.
This sort of thing cut Hanna more than
anybody ever knew, but he was silent under
the abuse.glad, even, that it was thus
made possible for him to draw the tire
away from his friend McKinley, the man
he loved like a brother. But it hurt all
the same.
"He stood for It like a brave and gallant

man, having a prophetic feeling that the
hysteria would pass in time, and that the
people would come to have a better opinionof him. But he made no effort whatever to
coddle public opinion, or to change the im¬
press.on that had first been formed of him.
He just went on being himself, that's all.
When the clash of campaigns was over, and
the people, no longer blinded by the glar¬ing brands of partisanship, began to studythe figures of the campaign from a fair and
proper perspective. Hanna began to stand
out before them in his true light. And he
grew with the people from the hour that
they first began to know him. Some sup¬posed great men decrease in stature under
the constant public gaze, but Hanna wasn't
ot that kind. The nearer you got to him thebigger man he was. And the people foundit out.
"I freely admit that I shared in a verywidespread opinion, at the beginning ofHanna's prominence, that his was a figurecalculated to cause untold damage to therepublican party. The brutish cartoons ofhim got me going somewhat. I had methim in a momentary, casual sort of way at

a number of republican national conven¬tions. but I really didn't know the man atall. At the outset of the first McKinleycampaign I was of the opinion that the re¬publican party was in pretty poor shapewhen It had to push forward such a roughsort of a Warwick as Hanna was every¬where represented to be.
"I was 'doing national politics,' to use ashop term, for a New York newspaper atthat time, and I can remember the curiositywith which the gang of political writershanging about the Fifth Avenue Hotelawaited the announced arrival of MarkHanna in New \ ork. He spent some timein New York directing the campaign therefrom a huge office building on 23d streetWhen he got to New York the bunch sur¬

rounded him at once. All hands had more
or less of an idea that the man was un-
couth, not to say coarse, as his caricatures
represented him, and they studied him
shrewdly at first. So did the influential
New York state republican politicians who
made their headquarters at the Fifth Ave¬
nue Hotel. They, before meeting him
shared the idea that it was a misfortune for
the party that Hanna had gained such a
foothold in its councils. Well, Hanna sur¬
prised all hands. He wasn't a handshaker.
He did not assume any insincere air of
cordiality toward anybody. He didn't seem
to-be clamorous for any man's friendship
He wasn't any political mixer. He used
mighty good and effective English, and he
talked mightily to the point. He was a
rrJghty finely groomed man. If he knew
that he was under the closest scrutiny that
he had ever been subjected to throughout
his whole life, he didn't show It. He just
did what he did throughout his whole pri¬
vate and public career: remained Mark
Hanna. And Mark Hanna was, even after
a very few days, found to be a mighty lik¬
able man. He had a masculinity about him
that was captivating. He wasn't a shuffler,
but just all man. The New York gang'
writers and politicians, quickly found out
that he was dead square, and. long before
the more public evidences of it cropped out.
tbey learned that he would go to the end of
the world and then jump off the brink for a
friend. And then the gang got to looking
'orward to little talks with Mark Hanna.
He was a nice man to talk to. He rang
right. You knew that he saw clean through
you, and, if you were on the level, you
were pleased to be thus appraised at what
you considered your rightful value. You
never made any attempt to fool Mark
Hanna, or to cover up anything from him.
Nobody ever did that with Hanna and got
away with it.
"Hanna hadn't been In New York a week,

'hat time, at the summer beginning of Mc¬
Kinley's first campaign, before th# whole
crowd of political writers, renubllcan and
democratic, liked him from his hat to his
shoes. They stopped 'roasting' him just as
soon as they got to know him right. There
was one man. a promir-»nt political writer,
who resigned his job with a yellow demo¬
cratic newspaper rather than comply with
the rule of his office that Mark Hanna must
he vlllified by the men 'doing politics' every
time his name was mentioned. After
Hanna's arrival in New York this writer
go* Into the way of sending in 'straight'
copy to his office about Hanna, with no
abuse. He was carpeted for this, and asked
to explain.
" 'I can't knock Hanna without lying,' the

writer explained. 'There's nothing the mat¬
ter with Hanna. He's a nauare man. X like
him. Everybody that's met him likes him
Go up and meet him and you'll like him
yourself. I'm not going to lump him with¬
out cause. The picture makers can attend
to that end of it if they want to and they're
reoulred to. but I don't see It myself.'
"The screws were put on this writer, but

as he was a prominent politician himself,
and not exactly in need of writing work, he
resigned his billet rather than to uniusti-
f.ably abuse a man of wholly opposite po¬
litical faith In whom, however, he quickly
recoemlzed all of the component parts of a
lovable gentleman.
"And they all found that out about Hanna

before he died. His was the finest gradual
but complete vindication in our political
history."

"Did your mother accompany you to the
ball?"
"No, I left her at home. "What's home

without a mother?".Life.

HEn INFINITE VARIETY. By Brand Whlt-
iook. author of "The Thirteenth Ihstrict." Il¬
lustrated by Howard Chandler Christy. Deco¬
ration* by Ralph Fletcher Seymour. Indianapo¬
lis : The Bobba-Merrill Comimny.

This volume is a striking tribute to au¬
thor, Illustrator and publishers. It Is of
light texture, of a brevity such as seldom
calls for the covers of a separate-volume
edition, and lacking in the usual elements
of the novel. That is to say, it is barely
mbre than an episode. But an episode of
significance, withal, and so treated in the
telling that it acquires the semblance of a

prolonged situation. With the aid of the
illustrator, whose name alone suffices to at¬
tract attention to any work, it commands
a distinguished place in this season's early
fiction. The publishers on their part have
scored a success in thus combining the ma¬
terials for a charming book, which can be
read through in a short time and which is
made the more delectable by reason of the
many pictures. Seldom, indeed, is a story
given so much embellishment. Usually six
illustrations suffice for a long novel. This

Brand Whitlock,
Author of "Her Infinite Variety."

has twelve. They are reproduced in a new
style for book work, being printed by a
photogravure method on uncalendered pa¬
per, which yields novel results. It may be
that to some minds Mr. Christy has con¬
ceived a rather youngish-looking state sen¬
ator in Morley Vernon. But it is an undenia¬
ble /act that rather young men do get into
state legislatures, even in the upper branch¬
es. And they occasionally do fly off at tan¬
gents suoh as that which led Morley Vernon,
senator fiom a Chicago district, to espouse
the cause of the woman suffragists and de¬
liver, without deep reckoning of .the results,
an impassioned speech in pra'se of woman¬
kind. Nor can there be any dispute of the
fact that such infinitely variable young wo¬
men as Amelia exist, and perplex their in¬
tended husbands by sudden freaks of si¬
lence. This particular Amelia is a thor¬
oughly jenjoyable type. Against her is
strongly contrasted the character of Maria
Burley Green.Amelia insists upon calling
her "Burlaps".woman lawyer. And loom¬
ing large on the horizon is the impressive
form of Mrs. Overman Hodge-Laithrop. who
will be recognized in all polite circles as
one of the master forces of modern society.
"Her Infinite Variety" imposes no tax on
the mind, and adds pleasantly to the fund
of entertainment. It is worthy of success.

THE ADVEUTI RES OK ELIZABETH IN
RliGKN. By the author of "Klfzal>eth and
Her German Garden." New York: The ilae
tnillan Company.
Whoever Elizabeth may be. she has an

undeniable power of fascination for those
who like their literature not too strenuous,
a trifle piquant, a bit sentimental and not
overburdened with construction. In the
"Garden" book she struck a note which re¬
echoed in many hearts. In "The Benefac¬
tress" she tried prolonging a situation and
failed to reach her readers yith convincing
force. She is at her best in just such a
book as this now in hand, a book of per¬
sonal adventure, not exciting in any de¬
gree and never taxing on the imagination
or the sympathies. Elizabeth decides to
journey around the Island of Rugen, which
lies in the Baltic sea, off the coast of Pom-
erania. None of her women friends will
walk with her, and she decides to drive
around with her plain-featured maid, a
jewel of a woman for such a purpose, for
Gertrud has the great virtue of silence. So,
Jn her own carriage she goes, and spends
eleven days in Rugen, days of unmitigated
delight, save for the personal complications
which ensue, cousinly complications chiefly,
with an English bishop's wife and son
thrown in for variety. There is no story,
save as the pursuit of the fleeing Charlotte
by Elizabeth and Charlotte's husband, the
absent-minded professor, may be regarded
as a story. Rugen proves charming in
places and desolate in others. It is both
cool and hot, silent and shrilly vibrant with
the voices of many tourists, comfortable in
its appointments and wretched in their lack.
But Elizabeth gives it a charm which, while
not calculated to draw an American reader
across the ocean for a visit, will neverthe¬less leave pleasant recollections in the daysof much book reading. Elizabeth's philos¬ophy never tires, and her quaint humor
flashes brightly in unexpected moments to
give her work a delightful quality.
THE FUGITIVE; Being Memoirs of a Wanderer

in Seareli of a Home. By Ezra S. Brudno. New
York: Poubleday, Bage & Co.

The story of Jewish wanderings can never
be wholly pleasant, for in the nature of
the case there must be much suffering. It
is the fate of the wanderer. In this case,
a commingling of fact and Action, the nar¬
rative is distinctly gloomy, but therein lies
its unmistakable strength. The theme is
the status of the Russian Jew, at home
and abroad. The particular strain of the
story is the temptation- to which the ortho¬
dox Jew is exposed to abandon his ancient
faith. In Russia he is drawn by fear of
official persecution to recant. Even in this
country, according to the author, commer¬
cial reasons lead him away from the syn¬
agogue, and in both continents his heart is
beset with beguilements. There is a good
deal of discourse in t^e book regarding tne
doctrines and practices of the Jews, seem¬
ingly addressed to their co-religionists. But
aside from that the narrative compels con¬
tinuous interest whatever the religious faiih
of the reader, for it is the tale of the evolu¬
tion of a human being from the very lowest
social depths to a plane of honorable self-
support. The narrator is left an orphan
at tender years in consequence of a cruel
act of oppression In Lithuania. He stud¬
ies the Talmud in the charity schools and
auv nces s. diiy through persistent en¬
deavor. A view is given of the whole-heart¬
ed charity of the Jews of Russia toward
their own poor. Scenes are shown of a
great village fire, of a religious school, of
peasant life, of a massacre in a large
town.suggestive of the Kishineff tragedy,
which this, book seems to have been writ¬
ten in part to emphasize and explain.and
finally of life in the Jewish quarter of New
York some years ago before tenement-
house reform began to work for the better¬
ment of the slums. A tender love story
runs through thfe work, and there is some
show at fictional construction, but the main
interest is never drawn away from the
thema of Jewish suffering as exemplified in
the experiences of Israel Abrainowitch. who
later becomes Ivan Russakoff to avoid offi¬
cial detection. The story trends toward a

demonstration of the possibility of a union
between the Jew and the gentile. It is of
a quality to command attention and to en¬
force conviction of the personal experience
of the writer.

WHEN IT WAS UiRKl tlw Story of a Croat
Conspiracy. By (Joy Tliornr. Sew Vork: O. P.
Putnam's Sons.

There are many reasons to reject both the
hypothesis and the conclusions of this novel
theme. Many readers will be disposed to
dtny that such a conspiracy as that de¬
scribed could possibly succeed. Others will
declare the results of it to be impossible, but
whatever these individual views may be. It
is not to be disputed that this is a striking¬
ly strong story, certain if read through to
awak«Ti new trains of thought in many
minds and to open a vast range of specu¬
lations. The proposition briefly is this: An
aggressive agnostic, of Jewish origin, man¬

ages by dint of shrewd work and unlimited
expenditure to foist oft upon the world ap¬
parent proof that the body of Christ did not
rise from the dead, but was surreptitiously
removed .from the tomb by Joseph of Ara-
mathea and hidden in a secret place; the
proof is accepted, the whole system of re¬

ligion begins to disintegrate and the world
experiences a series of awful liappenings
which shake the foundations of societyThe hoax is finally exposed and matters are
set right after thousands of lives have been
sacrificed to fanatical fury and to criminal
nass ons Casting aside the question of
probability or possibility, th* fact remain*
that the story is Impressive being w" told^with perhaps an undue tendency
sensationalism here and there The foun
dation of the hoax is well laid, and tno
forces of good and evil are squarely lined
up, headed by the persons of Basil
cirrtrp an exceedingly awkward name. >
tewaT-a curate of the Church of England
and ConstantIne Sciiusb. millionaire and
hater of Christianity, Incidentally a gbmph«is afforded of the inner workings of English
journalism, which is suggestse of a re

markable degree of order, system ar.d thor¬
oughness. The book is likely to provoke
controversy.

HENDERSON. By R<*» E. Yeow: ."««*
.'Sally ot Missouri." IV«ton: llotirhton. i'1*

lln & Co. Washington: WillUm llallantyM fc
Sons.

Miss Young signs this book with her fust

name spelled out. thus relieving the busi¬
nesslike masculinity of the K. K. 0,J"
who produced "Sally of Missouri This
ls a wise move, for Miss Youag a likely to

be heard from frequently, and it is d

her and her admirers that her personality
be thoroughly established. . Henderson
composed of several short stones about the

same group of characters which have ap-

ssss?o-w. Purposec^,n/}lV ex,,u,dK h,r

story. butshortsequeK n,u
d jnto

and ultimately his
the tan of a treeThe husband is kille y

storm, andlr. the course of a Mis-our.
later. In accordance with all pr

dow andcations, pnderson mam.a h
^ ^ an(,

the book en'; niness jn prospect. As asatisfactory happiness y art»eml-study in fidelity » -The
nent success. It sngni >

u lg shorterConfessions of a Vi ife.
many respectsand less discursive and In ma»> u> dig_

more ^isfactory than that^ale. H^s-plays a familiarity W'I»
appearandwWch *'"¦

There is nothing fi.^r in «J-th\h{ tl,e ^ond[ chapter, which

srssu: ssssurs «-*. - -
the reader.

notes of books and authors.
\uguste Sabatier, author of .'Hel1gi«>nso

. .vSrttv" (McClure-PhUlips). always had
Authority

_,mne a little bronzeVf. jpek when writing <*¦
on his desk wn

woman. He was a
figure of .

loved by the people of
citizen especial y

efrorts to preserveAlsace because of his

srss
kept with him.

_» puw* is the title-The Phillips will publishunder which McCWr
^ municlpal cor-

in book form the. ar'ff[p , which appearedruption by Lincoln S effens wh^^^,n Aroused so much interest. The volumes-issa^p
its.£,rw,ct"municipal corruption as a whole.

The announcement ^cameaJr^oniduring the curre:n
me tlmeCompany, which has0bee.jn^ket ^ gx_past supplying, been forced to makecellent materia ,

liabilities estimated
a? .^rt'mlterial oause of the fail-

T» believed that arrangements will be
made t^ conUnue the business after the in¬
debtedness has been readjusted.
The show wltldows of Brentano's. in this

tractive*display "consoling3of ^e original
drawings by W. Benda fmm wWch the

,crk« <rjr;is» ffaa«
to students of the illustrative art.

0f that charming novel,
..Ju^ Lady of the°fBeeches." published last

r'aSOnne^,^ooelC^.o.e^C°whtchhaHlust
come from the press of Houghton, Mifflin
& Co It deals with the career of a young
musician, and is -said to be intensely sym¬
pathetic in its development of a fascinating
theme.

Popular interest in the far ea!,f. stl.""
lated by the war between Japan and R"s
sia has already resulted in an unusuallyfarge output of books concerning both of
those countries, and now the turn of Kore? has come. The publishers" announce-
menu at present in hand include no less
ton three books, either just off the press
or about to issue. °ne. ofAhre,^n ..^1serlDtive and two are works of fiction. 1 he
Queen of Quelparte," by Archer Butler
Hulbert (Little, Brown & Co.), is a story
of Russian intrigue In the far east, de¬
scriptive In that form of the Russia" tem¬
porary acquisition of Korea in 'he
author was editor of the Korean Independ¬
ent, published at Seoul, and thus gainedhis acquaintance with the politics of that
now war-ridden region at first hand. His
novel was one of the successes of the lat¬
ter part of last year

gThe other story of Korea, by James a.
Gale is soon to come from the press or
Fleming H. Revell Company. It also is
based upon a foundation of personal ob¬
servation, and deals with the trials of a

missionary in the land of the hermit na¬
tion. It does not trend upon the political

titFrom the Scrlbner press is soon to ap¬
pear a book by Angus Hamilton under the
suggestively inclusive title "All About Ko¬
rea." Mr. Hamilton was for two yea^correspondent In the far east of the P®"
Mall Gazette, and in this work describes
the country and people of Korea with a
direct hearing upon the important part that
region is now playing in the politics of the
world

Miss Mary Johnston, author of "Audrey"
and "To Have and to Hold," plans to sail
for the Mediterranean this month and ex¬
pects to spend a year or more in Sicily.
Richard Harding Davis says that he le

going to devote the next five yeure to play-
wTiiinsr.


